The Kalish family, drunk with pride and success, pushed
through the crowd on the street. A hoarse man called the
numbers of the cars and the names of the elegant clientele.
"Mrs. Johnson's car, Mrs. Peter Johnson's car ready. Mrs.
Johnson's car."

In her box Mrs. Johnson sat, very smart and upright,
sleeping. Her fur cape was thrown round her shoulders,
her white-gloved hands, resting on the red velvet rail of the
box, held the opera glass and the fan, and she had a faint,
mocking smile on her face. She looked very satisfied with
the performance, because she had fallen asleep after the
introduction to the last act, one of her favourite pieces and
a little gem in Pierre Colin's repertoire.

The old usher opened the door of the box, coughing politely
to wake her up. As she did not seem to hear him, he tiptoed
up to her with the intention of respectfully pointing out to her
that the opera was over. It was then that he discovered the
waxlike stiffness of that faintly smiling face and sent word back-
stage, to Mr. Peter Johnson, that something had happened.

Robert Marsh was still bewildered with applause, the
success, the congratulations, the sound of his own name,
cheered and yelled at him from all tiers and balconies. The
effect of the champagne had somewhat worn off during the
strenuous task of dragging BhakarofF through the third, and
his exhausted Carmen through the last, act, but he still felt
intoxicated and lightheaded. He had asked several people
how BhakarofF was feeling now and whether he had left
for his boat or not, but no one seemed to know for sure.
His dresser claimed to have seen Mr. Bhakaroff leaving the
house with Miss Olivier and Slickum. Mike Stern, who poked
his head into the room to say good-night, announced spite-
fully that the Old Man had got drunk in his dressing-room
to forget his failure and Mike's triumph. Dr, Mayer,
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